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For the Rural R sposttory. 
A DREAM. 


* Roast not thyself of to-morrow, for thou knowest not what a day 


may bnog torth.’—So/omon 


In the latter part of the month of May, near the 
close of a day of unrivaled serenity and loveliness, | 
i strolled unattended up the valley of the meander- 


me creek, which mingles its waters with those of 


, Little 
until LP arrived at the whirl- 
Creek a quarter of a mile 
to which the 

This sineular basin, cut 
by the action of water and pebbles solid rock 
which there forms the bed of the creek, I found 
to be a curiosity, worthy the detention of the love: 
of romance, at least for a tune, from a view of the 
falls situated not far above, and whither I was di- 
recting my steps. As I stood, gazing in speechless 
admiration at this specimen of‘ nature’s handy work’ 
before me :* while the sound of the thorough going 
saw, and the rattling of mill near added 
mterest tothe scene; [I could not but contrast with 
my visit, that, of some romantic rambler, who might 
perchance, have stood where [ then stood, and 
gazed where I then gazed some fifty years ago: 
where then, instead of listening to the machinery 
of man’s invention, he had listened to the howling 
of wolves and the panther's wild scream,—to ‘ war- 
whoops and savage yells,’—in contrast with the rip- 
pling of the pelluc idstream. AsIleftthisinteresting 
spot and resumed my path onward, imagination 
ple tured the painted savage, whose tall, manly form | 
vas encumbered with his bow strung, his quiver 
filled with poisoned arrows, his war-club and scalp- | 
ing knife girded at his side, and uplifted tomahawk, 
yet ‘crimsoned with the blood of the white man,’ 
crossing my path. Indeed, I even looked on all 
sides round, and, more than once, raised my eves 
to the summit of the high hills which there form 
the banks of the creek; to assure myself, 
behind none of the ragged cliffs which seemed 
threatening my destruction, no deadly missiles were 
at me aimed,—no panther was ready to alt 
and make me his prey. The lonely 


Visit NOW appear red in grand deur before m= to arrest 


the Mohawk at the Village of Canajoharie. 
attracted my attention, 
pool in the bed of the 
distant from the village, 
ts indebted for its name.* 


stones 


cht upon 
ot ject Of My 


*The sams of Cann) sig of Indian origin, and signifies, ac 
e Mf awk f dian dia t. the p ter kettle ti ar‘“au e< 


village itself 


that from | 


| may progress, and bring back from * by-gone days,’ 
| iny wi andering thoughts. It was a beautiful cascade, 
fi alling, (as near as i was enabled to judge,) almost 
}perpendicularly, a distance of about fifty feet: the 
it 


eadth of the creek’s bed, at the immediate head of 
ithe falls, 


appeared to be about thirty feet, but at 
the base 


not more than twenty or neg: five feet, 
having been, to appearance, contrac ted - 
its descent to concentrate its power; for the mere 
— ef wearing a cavity inthe rocks which form 
ithe bed Of the creek below, to serve as a rece ptacle 
for its scaly inhabitants during a dry time. I stood 
gazing intently into this water closet, when a voice 
which rivaled all the instrumental tones to which | 
ever had listened, for softness and sweetness, sang 
host distinctly the tollowing stanzas :— 


ithe same 


W hen evening golden sweets is flinging, 
Mer landseape wild, hill, dale, and gleu,— 
When twilight night for day is bringmg, 
Aud nightingales their lays are siogmg,— 
Come! gentle stranger—lover 
} Let's weave for us a tale of love 
And eoo as doth the turtle dove 
W hile love is in the glen. 


then 


J 


When flowers of May to life are springing, 
‘When mirth’s awake’ and in the glea,— 
When woodbines green to rocks are clinging, - 
His bow the hunter is unerringing,— 

Come! gentle stranger—lover—then 
Let's weave for us a tale of love, 
And coo as doth the turtle dove 
While love is in the glen. 


The voice ceased, and not knowing from whence 
it had proceeded, I listened with almost breathless 





jstillness to catch again those angelic strains— 
igently the voice whispered * Melancthon!’ * My 
jname! Heavens! Angel of love,’ exclaimed I! 
ié 


where art thou!’ ‘My dearest Melancthon look up! 
never shall I forget that moment, when, on raising 
liny eyes to the cascede’s summit, I beheld standing 
jon its brink above, a female of angelic mould— 
| Heaven glowed in every siniling feature of her coun- 
jtenance—her jetty tresses were suffered wantonly 
‘to gambol in exuberance o’er a snow-white neck 
and bosom chaste as were those of 
daughter—but ah! how was iny surprise e and admi- 
ration increased, when, on meeting the gaze of 
those love bewitching eyes, (to whose lustre the 
|glistening diamond would have paid its evening 
|orison, as the bright sun-flower pays its, to the de- 
|parting ray of him. unage is reflected in its 
'golden Jeaves ;) I discovered them to be those cf 


Jeptha’s 


whose 


imy own dear 


Jeary o—. An ave were toc bricf for 
the tr ws “Ie ti ‘ e le e #rve 
\the moet ingenious artist to pencil even the outhnes 
ai Sank Tee 
' a ne enchanting Those SEMITIO iNT, 
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crimsoned with the hue of the blushing rose, again 
moved. ‘* Melancthon! comes that look from thy 
heart? art thou not trifling? may I then trust thee 7’ 
*DearS , Heaven knows that I fondly—sincere- 
ly—devotedly Jove thee,’ exclaimed IT! * Then,’ 
continued she, ‘ascend and take this pledge ;’ 
(extending a small roll of parchment,) ‘ it is “the 
pledge of woman's love,—and swear as thou dost 
take it, that while this spring* which here issues, is 
tinctured with the ore which lies beneath this hill’s 
bosom, that thou wilt love none other—that thou 
wilt part with it but with thy life” In vain, did I 
attempt to move. My ‘ understanding’ seemed to 
be at variance with my wishes; and as I gazed at, 
and strove to obtain all I desired on earth, the spell 
was broken and I awoke ;—not to receive a pledge 
of love, but a call to breakfast.—I awoke to the 
cruel recollection, that uiis disturber of my slum- 
bers was the anticipated partner of another :—and 
instead of the sun’s being near the verge of the 
western horizon, kissing the sweet flowers of May ; 





he was about to commence looking coldly from the 


eastern horizon, in that month, which at certain 
periods, restores to the female sex the privilege, 
justified by the rules of etiquette, of ‘ choosing tor 
themselves a inate.’ MELANCTHON, 
Canajoharie, February 14, 1832. 


* There issues from the eastern bank of the creek near the waters 
eige, a few feet from the brink of the fails a small sulphur spring. 





From the Cincinnati Mirror and Ladies’ Parterro. 
ASHTON GREY. 
BY MRS. JULIA L. DUMONT. 
(Concluded.) 

The countenance of the speaker, during this reply 
had gradually changed. A chequeredand somewhat 
softened shade crossed its ron character, and it was 
ebvious that some chord of memory had 
touched, associated with feelings of a different cast 
fromhis general nature. While he was yet speaking 
a boat was seen at some distance struggling with the 
waves, and his eye was now fastened upon it with a 
As he turued from his com- 


been 


searching earnestness. 
panions to gain a more distinct view, one of them 


continued to the other, the thread of his remark. 


Ah, he may well say that, for [have been told by 
a Shawanee, that while he was among them they 


were twice upon the point of making him a shooting 


mark. for some of his slight-o’-hand, when this same 
Ashton, who it seems they hada mighty liking tor, 
posted himself at the muzzle of their 
insisted upon taking a share of their lead with his 
father. So they let off one to save the other. But 
look—that must be Ashton Grey limselfat that oar— 
he pulls it bravely too against a swell like this :-— 
« dying butlalo—you will 
not bring to shore so easily, my lad ;—aye, aye 
that is right old comrade give him alift. The 
into which the elder Grey had stepped during these 
broken exclamations, of the 
boat: and withthe strength of a new arm at the oar, 
a landing was easily effected. 
of wind and wave came speedily rj shore, and while 
Rosabel’s cheek was yet colored with the 
startled and painful, though indefinite feeling, to 
which the name of her lover thus revoltinely asso- 
ciated, had given rise—Ashton Grey sprung lightly 
the perspiration trom his 


vups and 


why the waves heave like 
Canoe 
side 


was already along 


The boat in de ‘spite 


from its bow : and dashin: 


fine brow, as he shook off the rouweh greetings of our 
last-named acqnaintance, stood before her with a 
conntenauce, absolutely flashmg with pleasure— 
* Miss Hainpden " he exclhimed, in atone of the 


most passionate emotion, * can tt he po sible | had 


‘him 





rush of 


———_——— 





not thought—I could not have hoped’—* Shall we 
return, Miss Hampden ?’ interrupted Col. Annesly, 
abruptly drawing her away from the animated speaker, 
whose open glance he had himself met with a look 
of the coldest rec ognition—* or would you choose 
to walk further 2’ Rosabel was unable to reply, and 
bowing slightly to the petrified Grey, she obeyed the 
impulse of her guardian without speaking. 
‘Ashton Grey is an acquaintance I perceive,’ 

resumed the Colonel afier a moment's silence— 

* May I ask when or where you have known him ?’ 
Rosabel trembled from head to foot, but rallying 
herself with a painful effort, she at once and dis- 
tinctly detailed their meeting, and subsequent resi- 
dence under the same roof. Colonel Annesly 
looked at her with intense scrutiny.—With the 
image of the youth, from whom he had just sepa- 
rated, still before him—his resplendent smile—his 
high bearng—his look—his form—his features 80 
instinet with spirit—her varying color and faltering 
accents needed no explanation ; and the haughty 
shade that had gathered on the brow of the Colonel 
deepened. * And was there no one,’ he at length 
inquired, in a mingled tone of chagrin and disap- 
pointinent, ‘ to tell you that this young man was an 
lMproper aspirant to the notice of Rosabel Hamp- 
den?’ * Improper ?’ she repeated almost inaudibly, 
yet with marked emphasis. * Yes, Rosabel, unpro- 
per, and only the more so, that the strange charm 
of his person and manner is so at variance with his 
debased origin. But probably you know nothing 
of the elder Grey 2 * Nothing—TI have never heard 
named’—* You have just seen him, my dear, 
and the first glance must have told you his class. 
There are dark suspicious too—shades of low crime 
deepening the cast of his character, and rendering 
and however his son 
free trom the habits which have 
flung their shadow upon his young name, 
not add that a delicate female, moving in the sphere 
to which Rosabel Hampden has been destined, may 


it as revolting as it is vulea 
may be vices and 


i need 


scarcely acknowledge even a pe rsonal knowledge of 


one thus hedged in with nfainy : nor need T say 
that IT shall expeet you, my dear girl, informed as 
you are, at once to renounce an at quagnntans e RO 
hunfitting Rosabel bowed in silence, and except 


jthoug lit 


that can dwell in woman's heart, 


that her heightened color faded into an 
and the her features settled 
Into a stillness as of marble, she betrayed no emo- 
tion. *Lam glad to find her so little 
Col. Annesly, and he bee 
Ah ! how little are the fountains of the deep spirit 
known. All of intense tenderness and pure feeling 
was tuinultuously 
stirred in the soul of Rosabel, and in the solitude 
of her chamber she y to the 
a sudden and passionate grief, The spell which 
Tine oinatt ion was rudely 


ashen pale 


ness, colt repost of 
disturbed,* 


ame satisfied, 


rave way 


love throws over the young 
and strange ly 
ness—the 


which it 


broken—the brig ht visions of happi 
charm—the the with 
invests life—were at once out 


freshness, olory 


stricken 


from her existence—and the lengthened future lay 
before her a waste—din and darkened and color- 
less. She was to renounce him whose companion 


ground, and 
it had awakened were to 
But Rosabel was not 
of tender mmpulses—the 


ship had made the whole world a fairy 
the founts of rich feeling 
be again and forever sealed, 
a thing sterner im 
ive of duty was familiar to her thought. She felt 
that the her guardian must be obeyed, 
and while vet her heartwas sick with the ag 
bleeding 
Wpon 


mere ly 
mand ite of 


ind a 
trai 


allections, 
s\ hol 


and 
‘3 of cle ith) 


hits crushed hopes 


fatmMthyees von hey 


rushing tide of 


ony of 





on 
and 
e 1 
not 
thie 
felt 
yed, 


v oft 
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she was already revolving the manner in which she 
rhould fulfil the sacrifice required. Should she 
meet him again but to announce to hin the sudden 
blight of his hopes r—the revocation of her own 
plighted faith ? Should she subject herself to. the 
influence of his passionate remoustrances—his se- 
ductive tendermess 7 No—lRosabel knew her weak- 
ness, and trembled at the thought. She might 
write however—and in less than an hour she had 
written a calm aud formal renunciation of her lover, 
and gone forth to Comunit it to the conveyance of 
the poor widow, whose gratitude to the preserver 
of her children had formed a sort of link between 
them. Her cabin had been rebuilt by kind hands, 
and Rosabel had been a frequent Visitant there upon 
errands of benevolence. * It will soon be finished,’ 
she mentally exclaimed, as she tapped at the door— 
*henceforward to me the name of Ashton Grey 
must be but a sound.’ 

But the Fates, as they quietly and steadily pursue 
the fearful and complicated web of man’s destiny, 
tiake themselves merry at the idle though busy 
interference of human calealation, anticipating their 
work. Ashton Grey at that moment crossed an 
adjacent path, and eve she was seated in the lunble 


dwelling, he also had crossed its threshold. And 


he was again before her—her recently betrothed— | 


her still loved one, and bad heard the 
that was to render this their 
where were now the 
prudence 


scnlence, 
final interview—and 
calm and stern sug 
r—the measured arguments with 
she had striven to nerve her heart to the 
Gone—inelted utterly away, like a cold, 
in the warm, rich light of clowimg 
bel, as the voice of her lover again met her ear, felt 
that were the ban of the universe upon hin, she 
would still go forth with him unhesitatingly, and 
gladly to imect its scorm—not with the dreadful 
sentiment—* I know not, [care not, what guilt is 
in thy heart’—her mind was too pure for the admis- 
sion of a trust so terrible—so appalling—but witha 
devotion as sacred and tranquil in its nature, as 
prevailing in iis strength—a reliance, 


which 
trial + 
dark mist 
day—and Rosa- 


that however 
subjected to shame and obloquy, and degradation, 
Ashton Grey was still the same being, she had 

first beheld him, and to whom she had voluntarily 
plighted the vows, which he now urged with a depth 
of passion that subdued even his proud frame to 
weakness. And duty itself, 
and brighter coloring. Should womans affection 
recoil back upon itself, when the plague- 


now 


of e strangement, Was forgotte lh, and a solemn re- 
newal of her faith was given in stead. Yet how 
was this faith to be sanctified 7 o: what was to be 
the result of this sacred compact ? A few days and 
young Grey was bound to that mart, which though 
considered as a neighboring emporium, since the 
navigation of our waters has become subject to the 
deathless power of a magician, at that time pre- 
sented a distance, as interminable in thought, as it 
was wild and perilous. Should he then 
to tear her from the sheltering guardianship of fond 
adoption, but to leave her at once 
unprotected 7 Or 
kk ave 


now, seck 


frit } ess Ana 


could he tear himself away, and 


her—so ventle, so 


yieldin , so ce pend iit. 
still exposed to those dreadfsl influences, which 
had already threatened to estrange her from bin -— 
Either alternative was madness, and 
riage could alone secure him a semblance of tran 
quillity.§ At his return he might then clan her as 
unalienably 


ipl ivate mar- 


and forever his own—and Ashtou Gy 


cvestions of |! 


assumed a new! 


Spot Was | 
on its object ? Rosabel found an easy parallel, and | 


ere the lovers separ: ated, all thought, all purpose | quic kened by intense watchfulness, 


Jsound, and she now heard her name repeated below 


Iwas now eloqueut—Rosabel’s scruples were finally 
lovercome, and in less than aweek atter, uoder that 


une roof, and with the support of no attesting 
friend, save its bumble, though faithful occupant, 
her fate was irrevocably united to kis, 
might be. 

Strong indeed was that sentiment which carried 
the timid Rosabel through so feartul a step; but 
while her purpose was upheld by its strange ascend- 
auey, her nature sunk beneath the effort, and cold 
and pale as if the hand of death had been upon hey, 
she stood the following day at her window gazing 
fixedly at a laden beat, which some one was just 
loosening from its moorings, and in which the dir- 
ting form ot Ashton Grey might be seen with the 
quick step and hurried air of one about to leave 
theshore. Rosabel scarcely breathed—she pressed 
her hands upon her pallid brow, and directed hey 
thoughts to Him, who can alone calm the tempest 
of feeling. When she agam lifted her eye, hez 
hhusband was standing in the prow of the boat 
closely surrounded by a group of men, and the 
next moment she beheld them le aving, with hin 
still in their midst. They ascended the bank, and 
intervening buildings now hid them from ber view. 
What could it mean? Suiprised, startled, anxious, 


whatever it 


she still remained motionless, momentarily expect- 
ling her husband’s return, but minute after minute 
[passed silently away, and still he came not. The 
boat had been again moored, and some others came 
and busied themselves for a time about it, but they 
were unknown to Rosabel. Something too like a 
commotion was in the village. Men were hurry ing 
through the principal street as by some common 
hnpulse, and craftsinen and laborers, dropping their 
respective implements, seemed gathering to some 
conunon point of interest. Gradually it subsided, 
and all again wes still save in the heart of the young 
bride, to whom long had now become 
agony. Slgwly and feve rishly to her, the long hours 
passed away, and her half frenzied eye had become 
dim with watching. What could thus detain him 


er suspe sec 


“whose purpose it was to depart so early ? The day— 


the weary—the endless day wore on, and still that 
boat swung idly from its moorings, and the wind 
came with a mourntal tone from the deserted and 
solitary river. Again and again had Mrs. Annesly 
entered the apartunent and striven to draw her from 
it, but she still plead illness and begged to be alone 
Twilight at last gathered over the spot where her 
gaze had been so long and vainly fixed, and Rosabel 
sunk on her bed in utter exhaustion. Still her ear, 
caught every 


in a voice, that was litthe calculated to 
apprehension. * 3 
mevam,’ 


siience hes 
tay Tspeak with Miss Hampden, 
inquired the speaker, and a moment ater 
the poor woman, who had alone witnessed the Lridai 


Was ushered into ber chamber. Rosabel started 
wildly to hier feet: * Ha! you have come to tell 
me’—* You have then heard it ma’an “—* Heard 


it—Merciftul God—no! heard it ?—What is there 
thei to hear 2 * Why. dear ma’am. if you were not 


<o fthirried’—* Well, well, but LT am not—I am 
calm rectly calin'—and Rosabel seated herse}i 
with astilmeg aud havward ¢ OMiposurc—* Why. after 
aul,’ resumed bye iiorinaint, ° pe rhaps i ots not so 


l,for gumocence you know will be somehow'’— 


‘Vell me for God's sake at once. and distinetly 


What you la i—_ Weil ma’a al. VO know that last 
week a small trading cratt lav at the river some 
} vr 1 , 1 ' 

UAVS, pie owner ha pretty miuch sold out. and 
®& 1 WAS KID) f 


Of in the nicht. Bue 
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yesterday his body was tale n up floating some dis-| 
tance below, and it is thought he was murdered) 
here,—and—and some suspicion has Jit both upon || 
your husband and his father, and they have been! 
taken up and—But you are so dreadful pale— 
cold too—cold as death—ah me she is dying, and 


I must call for'—The fainting Rosabel roused—' 
‘Tam bet-, 


* No, no,’ she convulsively exclaimed, 
ter—better’—she repeated, struggling for calmness 
as if for iife, ‘and proceed—I] am able, quite able 
to hear all.’ ‘JT have told you all except the mes- 
sage that Mr. Ashton sent you’—‘ The message— 
Gracious Heaven! have you then seen him :’— 
* Why, was it not my place to see him? Was not 
my three children playing round me, and did I then 
want any one to tell me that Ashton Grey was no 
murderer ? And was it not then for me to know 
whether I could do any thing for him in his need !’ 
* But the message—the message 2’ * Why, he told 


me, Miss Rosabel, or—or my ‘dear young lady, he, 


said, I must tell you—I will try to remember his 
very words—that you must never think of him again, 
only as a dark dream——that he had been guilty, very 
guilty in seeking to link your life with one, who 
was destined to a stranze and unnatural lot, and 
the only thing that could now afford him a glimpse 
of light, would be to know that you had no part nor 
share in it: and so he conjured you by that love, 

which would go with him to the grave, if you would 
save him from the only agonies that he had not 
strength to bear, to regard your marriage as if it 
had never been, and to reveal it only to ee it for- 
ever cancelled 7’ A ghastly smile touched the fea- 
tures of Rosabel—* And does he,’ she said, * me 
the love that made me his by _— an estimate, 
Little indeed he knows his bride, or he would not 
thus have imaged to his thought a se spar ate path for 
her of happine ss—No, Ashton, our fates are now 
subject to but one tempest that 
gathers over your destiny must fling its darkness 
on mine, however we may be sundered. Go,’ 
added, turning to her visitant, and a deep calm as 
of a spirit suddenly girt up to the performance of 
some imperative duty, came over her whole aspect— 
* Go, my kind Mrs. Wilson, I am no longer in need 
of your attendance, and will not detain you.’ A 
few minutes after she entered the apartment of Mrs. 
Annesly. 

‘Are you better my dear girl ?’ 
nevolent matron, as her countenance lighted up 
with pleasure at her 
concern immediately clouded it as she met the look 
of her ward. Pertectly calm indeed, and placid, 
were the features of Rosabel, but it was a calmness 
too still, too solemn; and the expression of her| 
usually soft and timid eye as it was now lifted full|| 
und quietiy to meet hers, was far too profound for 
ordinary feeling. ‘A bitter struggle is past,’ she 
replied in a tone of mournful wildness—* L come 


asture 


control—the 


she 


now to entreat your forgiveness, and to receive, if 


it be not withheld, your parting blessing.” * What 
mean you, dearest Rosabel 7’ * That I may no 
longer a a tenderness I have forfeited—I am 
the wife of Ashton Grey, and have cast away the 
kindness with the counsel th: it would have saved 
me from so unhappy a unton,’ 
exclaiiaed Col. Annesiy, who a 
entered the apartruent—-but 
vent were the look aud ima 
Rosabel, with a conviction of 
now paced the floor hurried 
‘Yet Oh, exclanned the 


chasping her hands masudden pa 


is delirious,’ 
it be fore ha 


Ti: 


shi 
mome 
sadly 
nner of the 
the reality, he 
and ag 

fair culprit 


no—too 
collected 
and 
with itated| 


s! rid SS. 


and 


inquired the be- 


entrance ; but surprise and| 


iter] 


oxysm of emotion, | 


\)* will you in this hour of unutterable agony withhold 
Jyour i forgiveness ?—will you not believe that Lain 
not the ungrateful being I seem 7—that it would 
have been my fondest wish to have dese rved as to 
receive your paternal kindness, but th my faith 
was plighted ere I had a home or a counsellor! 

Oh say,’ she continued, sinking at the feet of Mrs. 
Annesly, who had wept in silence, * you at least, in 
whom all the tenderness of a dead mother has been 
revived, tell me, oh tell me ere I go, that you for- 
give and will deign to pray for me.’ * And whither 


would you go my poor girl?’ said Mrs. Annesly, 
clasping her to her heart. * Think you, you are to 
be expelled from: your present home 2’ * Alas! t 


iny husband’s prison—there is now my home, ia 
stern and gloomy duties only, are now mine.’ Col. 
Annesly seated himself and drew her towards him.— 

‘ Rosabel, tell me all that relates to this ill-starred 
marriage.’ A few words detailed the whole, * Yes !’ 
he exclaimed, ‘ it can be easily annulled. Let this 
foolish ceremony be at once expelled from your 
thoughts, and I will take measures to have it imme- 


diately made void.’ Jesabel rose with the look 
and tone of irrevocable decision. * Spare me, ol 
spare me this unnecessary and unavailing conflict. 


The seal of my doom is forever set—earth has no 
power by which it may be effaced—Think youl have 
thrown from me the blessed tiust of your protecting 
kindness fora love that is subject to change and 
circumstance ? Oh no! and do not think me mad 
and death 





when IT say, that life has no degradation, 

no bitterness, but IT would rather share it with him, 
}if such be his lot, than the brightest cup the uni- 
iverse can bestow.’ * Terrible infatuation,’ said 


Col. Annessly, and again he paced the floor in ex 
itreme agitation. Yet there was something in this 
fearful strength of sentiment in KO 
frail: 
acter, and he looked at her as she stood in her pale 
and almost spiritual beauty, with deep and softening 


one so young, 


so ventie, that eave a new interest to her char- 


| 

| 

| emotion. ‘ Harriet,’ he said addressing Mrs. An- 
jne sly, ‘IT am goimg out. I will see young Grey 
myself, and we will settle wh: ut can be done.’ * You 
will then attend me thither 7?’ * No, Rosabel, you 
jare not to go now; another time perhaps,’ and 
| putting her gently but firmly from him, he left the 
ihouse. In half an hour he returned, He caine 
fortified with new arguments. The unfortunate 


'Giey far from wishing to see his bride, had but re- 
peated the message already received, and Col. An- 


nesly now enforced it with renewe “d earnestness. 
It was an idle task; Rosabel was immovable, and 
ijthe morning brought no change of purpose. * You 


would save me,’ she said, * from humiliation and 
1] ‘sorrow, and to effect this, would estrange me from 
jjmy husband.—Teach me then how I may forget he 
lever existed.—how I may shut from my vision his 
iprison—bis chains—his soul’s agony—and then, 
kindness may — itself in plans to exempt me 
| from sharing the bitterness of his destiny. Till 
jyou can do this, all else, save your pity and your 
pardon, were vain.” These inde ed were free ly given; 
land further remonstrance was at last sup pressed, 
iCol. Annesly himself attended her to the prison, 
land from that time she was permitted to visit her 
‘Ihushand d: ily 





| Vc pass over these interviews ; they were neces- 
sarily fraught with passion and gloom, and fitful 
lhopes, and fears, and agony. Meanwhile Col, An- 
ine sly took an active interest in the fate of the young 


] 


circumstances, thut had attache i 


rr 
prisoner. The 
suspicion to the elder Grey, had it not been for the 


lreney il odmm ol his ( hi: racter, would have page 














his 
our 
ne- 
00k 
ol 
ict. 
no 
ave 
ing 
and 
nad 
‘ath 
im, 
ini- 
aid 
eX 
this 
sO 
aur 
yale 
ng 
An- 
rev 
(ou 
you 
and 
the 
une 
pate 
re- 
An- 
Ss. 
and 
{ou 
and 
‘om 
the 
his 
1en, 
me 
Till 
‘our 
en; 


sed. 


20n, 
her 











RURAL REPOSITORY. 29 





A 








unnoticed ; ; but those isnplic ating w his | son were of | 
the strongest nature, Yet the general prepossess- | 
jon was in his favor, and those who knew him best 
were impressed with a belief that though he might! 
have been induced by circumstances to assist 1n 
concealing the crime, the father alone was guilty. 
As for Ashton himself, his manner was little calcu- 
lated to inspire contidence—he was collected but 
melancholy in the extreme ; and though he invaria- 
bly affirmed his innocence, yet even to his friends, 
he declined entering into any explanation of the 
facts, upon which he had been araigned. Col. 
Annesly, however, did all that could be done in his 
behalf. Counsel was engaged—testimony examined, 
and counteracting evidence sought for. No pros- 
pect, however, was afforded of his acquittal, and 
he was now urged by his friends as the only hope of 
life, to become an evidence for the state; to this, 
however, he gave a preremptory and edhanons re- 
tusal. Meantime, Rosabel seemed supported by a 
preternatural strength. Her form became fearfully 
attenuated, and her temples were wan and sunken, 
but she spoke not of suffering, or of fear, and awaited 
the day of trial with a mild resignation. It came, 
and the judge and jury and witnesses, and all the 
inposing array of the court, assem hed. A 
crowd of spectators thronged into the place: mndeed 
the whole mass of tnhabitants was eithes pre scent or 
sufficiently near to catch the earliest rumors of the 


were 


trial. Even the blanketed form and elittcring eye 
of the Indian might be seen amid the crowd, for 
there were some of that race, to whom the Greys 
were personally known at that thine, in the forest 


brought thither with the 
first indicted, 
supported by the 
Annesly, and wearmg a cast of beauty 
ot ea 


city, and they had been 
throng. Ashton Grey, 
brought forward, and at his side, 
arm of Col, 
scarcely 
with the seal of holy and solemn communings 
stood the devoted Rosabel. "The trial was opened, 
and the testimony against the prisoner heard—tIt 
formed a strong and fearful chain of evidence. <A 
handkerchief fastened to the body of the deceased, 
and to which it appeared some weight — been || 
attached, that was accidentally disengaged, bore the 
initials of a piece of money, 8 h the , 
morning of his arrest he had passed away, was iden- 
tified by a distinct mark, as one that had been seen 
in possession of the deceased by a citizen, to whom 
he had remarked, that he preserved it as a pocket 
piece—and lastly, a hunter crossing the river from 
the opposite shore, upon the night of the supposed 
murder, had seen through the dim haze of midnight 
at some distance above him, a single individual, in 
a Canoe, apparently towing a skill ito the middle 
of the stream. Presentiy after, this person turned 
back with the canoe alone, to the shore, aud the 
skiff he had left in a few moments sunk. Mean- 


as the Was 


rth, so still, so Colorless, so Lnpressed 


his name— 


jeould not believe 


upon hia fine countenance, youthful and noble form, 
> him a vile criminal, without pain. 
His manner during the examination of the witnesses, 
manifested neither indifference nor alarm, but a 
gloomy composure—a firmness not of stoicism, but 


of a mind disciplined and made up to meet the 


result. Yet when it was closed, and he beheld 
Col. Annesly making his way out of the crowd with 
Rosabel lifeless in his arms, his agony, though he 
uttered no sound, moved the whole assembly. He 





iwith 


rethner by some public 
while as the hunter wondered at the strangeness of jevening of 


thad started forward as if to follow her, and then 


lrecollecting himself, he crossed his arms convul- 
sively on his breast, and stood motionless: but lip, 
‘and brow, and cheek, grew perfectly bloodless, save 
where the swollen and agitated veins were wrought 
on his high, broad forehead—and his head dropped 
upon his heaving chest, as if the last struggle of 
his spirit were over. 

After an interval of some minutes, the judge 


seemed about to sum up the evidence, when some 


one, who had just entered, spoke a moment with 
the counsel for the prisoner. ‘ He demands,’ said 
the messenger, * to be called upon to give evidence 
in his son’s behalf,’ and the counsel now suddenly 
turning to the court, requested an order for a new 
A gleam of hope lighted up in the coun- 
i Was Givel, 
and amid the intense gaze of the multitude the elder 
into court as the wit- 
His appearance, since first presented 
had undergone a mateial change. 
obviously and sternly at work 
with his muscular frame, and his countenance had 
chastliness, even deeper than united 
and confinement could have bestowed, and 
which threw into yet broader light the haish, and 
repulsive lines, that a life of crime had wrought upon 
his lineaments. Its cold obduracy too, had given 
Nace to an expre ssion Of haggard weariness, as ot 
conflicts. As the gaze of the 
curious throng upon him, knit, 
and a look of scornful defiance, darkened his coun- 
tenane e—but it was only for a moment—his eve 

nstinctively tured upon his son, who yet stood 
acka hned with his recent emotions—his lip and 
cheek livid, his eye blood-shot, and his whole atti- 
tude that of the intensest despair—and the old man’s 
features lost their ferocity. Their expression grew 
unsettled, his whole frame was apparently shaken 


Wwithess, 


tenances of the assembly. "Che order 
Grey was soon after brought 
ness required, 
to our readers, 


Disease had been 


acaquned al 
i 


illness 


} 


fierce and unwasting 


Was bent his brow 


with some terrible struggle, and as he turned to the 


court, in reply to the question, * do you know aught 
of the circumstances of this murder?’ the blood 
eushed from his mouth and nostrils, and he leaned 
his broad, but emactated frame, against a pillar for 
support. Collecting hunself, however, he spoke 
firmness. ‘It will be recollected,’ he said, 
promiscuous citizens, called to- 
oration, dispersed on the 
Among them were 


‘that a crowd of 


this transaction. 


the circumstance, something floated within his reach, |Ashton Givey and inyself, and after re turning to my 


This hat 
Ashiton 
lime, 


which upon taking up proved to be a hat. 
he found, upon reaching the 
Grey’s, as his name was written upon the 
and having the following morning presented it to 
the prisoner, with a detail of the circumstances, he 
had betraved After the 
close of t! prisoner was 
declined 


and even his counsel stood perfectly 


shore. to be 


the utmost pr rturbation. 


this appalling evidence, the 
called upon for his defence. He 


atly whatever, 


WMaKINEG 


silenced by the strong concurrent —. VLA! 
which he had nothing to oppose. A deep gloom 
pervaded the whole court. All who knew freee 
Girey, had loved him: and strangers who looked 


It must have been he who picked it up. 
lowime 


lodeines, I found I had by some oversight, taken 
this hat in place of my own—as it was a thing of no 
moment. [ thoucht no more of it. After the com- 


pletion of this murder, in which [had no accomplice 
whatever, [ took a handkerchief from it, and with it 
oht to the I then went out ina 
to scuttle the craft. and being 


fastened a wel hody. 


moe somewhat dis- 
| threw otl my hat, and soon 
it with iis paddle, mto the 


| 
ana at 


turbed with my work, 
atter, 


siream, 


hittme kno ked it 
It floated at once 


time, 


from iny reach, 
below me 
The fol 
Ashton Grey, a 


crossing 
} 


that ve rv | saw some one 


day T met in company with 
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person with whom I had contracted a small debt. 
{ handed him the money, which I[ had taken from 
the pockets of the deceased, and saw him immedi- 
ately transfer it to my son, to whom it appeared, he 
was himself indebted.’ While yet the witness was 
speaking, a low murmur of satisfaction arose through 
the assembly, and as he now paused, every eye was 
turned with kindness and congratulation to the re- 
deemed prisoner ; but as they met his agitated look, 
all at once remembered that the acquittal of the 
son, was purchased by the certain Conviction of the 
father, and all hearts too, acknowledged the force 
of an elevated nature, for Ae who had borne his own 
attainder with manly fortitude, now sunk back upon 
his seat and wept aloud, at the deep guilt and utter 
humiliation of his doomed parent. ‘The old man 
again turned towards him, and his look was of un- 
mixed tenderness. ‘* Ashton.’ he said, ‘w eep not 
for me—I do not deserve it; nor yet for the shame 
of a father’s guilt—I hasten to tell you, while yet 
Limay, for I shall slip the executioner,’ and indeed 
as he spoke the hue of death was fast gathering 
upon his countenance—* you have no share in my 
polluted blood, or name. Some twenty vears ago, 
ere yet T could have looked upon murder with a 
ste ady eye, though smaller crimes had driven me 
from the pale of civilized society, I purchased you, 
then a fair infant, from yonder savage 7’ all eyes 
followed those of the spe aker, as he pointe dd to one 
of the swarthy spectators, already noticed, and the 


judg re 





, dee ply intereste a iso strange ascene, bade 
him come torward. ‘Tells this man true ?’ he 
inquired of the lidian, whose gleaming eve evinced 
his knowledge of the language. The tale 
and distinetly Corroborated. * And when, or 
where had you taken your infant prisoner 7*—The| 
Indian detailed the time and place of his capture—| 


once 


and Col. Annesly, who having consigned the faint-| 
ing Rosabel to the care of his wife, had again re -| 
turned to the court, exclaimed, * God of He aven! | 
"Tis my son!’—Further description of the scene; 
were idle. | 

The business of the court was resumed. The 
formula of examination and conviction was com: | 
pleted, and the criminal, sentenced to a death, | 


which disease seemed about to anticipate, and sup- 
porte d by his guards, was borne back to his prison. 
Col. Anni ‘sly and his son were arm in arm at his 
side, * He is dying,’ latter, as they laid 
him upon his straw, and he looked at his changing 
visage, with mingled horror and tenderness. * Ay,’ 
replied the old man, tn a firm votce, with a gleam 
of satisfaction upon his features, as he laid his hand 
upon his alinost skeleton breast, ‘ the memories of| 
this prison have not tugged here in vain—and Ash-| 
ton,’ he exclaimed, (for such it seems was the real 
name of young Annesly, which he had learned from 
his own lisping accents,) ‘this is like yourself, to 
support even the wretched criminal in his last extre- 
mity—Ah! thou may’st well be here, for thou wert 


said the 





was at| 


I have grown upin crime, and thou only, of all among 
whom f have bitterly lived, hast thought of me with 
kindness, or looked upon me with trust. But for 
this I had not died a murderer.—Ashton, thou re- 
‘coilest at that name—thou shudderest again at the 
recollection of my guilt—well, be it so—the upright 
of earth may not think of crime without horror— 
'yetis there noone whom: iy pray for the penitent ?— 
‘ls there none, who dare intercede, even for the 
‘murderer, at the high, the terrible bar of God ?— 
(‘A divine was at hand, and he now lifted his voice 
‘in earnest and impressive supplication. As it ceased, 
ithe hand that Ashton had taken was clenched in 
death, and the struggling spirit had fled to that only 
Tribunal, where, with the crimes of man, all the 
fearful and unseen influences, operating upon his 
/course, are justly weighed, 

seave we the habitation of guilt, and agony, and 
‘death, and seek we another scene, upon which 
memory may rest more complacently. It is the 
apartinent of the recovered Rosabel, over whom, 
‘as she lies upon the throbbing bosom of her hus 
band, Col. Annesly hangs for moment with 
unutterable fondness, exclaiming, * Ye are only 
happy, as ye have been faithful,’—and then drawing 
his wife to his heart, softly whispers, * Harriet, my 
own dear Harriet, bricht cheek 


one 


from whose once 


and still brighter spirit, long years of mourning 
have stolen the bloom and the gladness,—nerve 
your heart to hear me—our child yet lives—our 


mourned—our lost one—he is restored—and with 
him, yet another equally to be cherished—nay Har- 
riet, be a blessed conscious 


oul 


strong—do not lose 


ness—revive—look up and behold—these are 


children ! 
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TMI E ROSE. 


flowers around me fade 
me alone the fading, the early 
Ungrateful man! Do I not make 
my span of life delicious enough to you? Yes, and 
even after death [ buiddd myselfa monument in the 
sweet odors of perfumes and unguents, full of 
strength and refreshinent ; and yet I hear you sing 
and say, alas! the fading, the early perishing rose ! 

Thus mournedthe queen of flowers on her throne, 
perhaps already in the first sense of her waning 
beauty. A maiden, standing by, heard her, and 
answered, 

‘ Be not displeased with us, sweet little one! Call 
not that unthankfulness which is, in truth, greater 
love, the promptings of tender afiection. We see 
‘all the flowers around us die, and esteem it the fate 
of flowers ; but thee, their queen, thee only do we 
wish and deem worthy to be immortal, Since we, 





‘| see all the 
and vet men call 
perishing rose ! 


and die, 


too, are deceived in our hopes, pardon us the sorrow 


which mourns ourselves m thee. All the beauty, 





used to look upon me with fondness—to climb niy | 
kiuees in play—and these are the hands, spotted as 
they now are with blood, that saved thee from the 
hatchet—that supported thy childhood—and Ash-| 
ton, thou shalt be my witness as I have been thine, 

that, guilty as Tam, I have not sought thy fellow-| 
ship in crime. No, I wished thee happy, and was) 
clad in thy better nature—Ha, tears !—tears for me ?| 
well, let them flow—they are the first, that have| 
ever been shed for the long—long outcast—Not, 
even in infancy, no, not so much as a mother’s tear, 
ever fell on my brow, to soften my heart, or to wash! 
©.it its stains. —An alien to the world from my birth, 


we liken to thee: and 
like thine, then, too, we 
fading, the early perishing 


youth, and joy of our life 
when their blossoms fade 
sing and say, alas! the f 


9 
rose! 





A ROGUE IN GRAIN. 

A person w ished to purchase a number of yards 
of bed ticking, he called at the merchant 
had but one piece, and it lacked just one yard ot 
the quantiiy wanted, the purchaser must have just 
such a nuinber of yards, and was about leaving the 
store, when the merchant said he carried a piece 
to his house the day previous, that contained just 


a store, 
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aout the quantity wanted, the piece they were look- | 
ing at would answer his purpose, and he would — 


carry it to the house, and bring back the other. 


‘[ started,’ said he, (we had the story from the. 


merchant's own mouth) ‘ ran into a back yard, un- 
rolled the piece, put it round a smooth post and 
gave it nost a deuce of a pulling, rolled it up and 


returned with Mt, measured it off to wey customer, | northwards, and inclinmg more particularly to high 


when it held out a quarter of a yard over what he 
wanted, which in consideration of waiting for me 
to go to my house, I very generously Gave im !’— 
Spectator. 


_ 


A Genuine Member.— Haste ye, and give, me- 


something,’ said a man in black, as he hurriedly 
entered a druggist shop, a few days ago; ‘ I have 


something here.” Jaying his hand on the upper but- | 
tons of his vest, ‘ that sadly troubles me : an emetic,” 


as great haste as himself. The druggist fearing he 
had by some mistake taken arsenic, administered 
the desired emetic, which soon produced its usual 
effects. The man in black then felt more at ease 
to answer the druggist’s questions. * No,’ said the 
man in black, ‘but [ was at a funeral, and thinking 
the service was wine, I drank my glass off, but have 
eince found it was rum, and as 1 am a member of 
the ‘Temperance Society Simy conscience would not 
feel at ease till LT had got the ruinous stuff eject- 
ed’—Kdinbure Observer. , 
Anecdote. —A certain Physician at sea, made 
great use of sea water among his patients. 


What- | 


ever disease came on, a dose of the nauseating 


liquid was first thrown down. 


In process of time 
the doctor fell overboard. 


A great bustle conse- 
quently ensued on board, in the midst of which the 
captain came up, and anxiously inqutred the cause, 
‘Oh, nothing, sir.’ answered a iar, * only the doctor 
has fell into his * medicine chest.’ , 

Frederick of Prussia one evening surveying some 
of the advanced posts of his camp, discovered a 
ealdier endeavoring to pass the sentinel. The king 
stopped him and insisted on knowing where he was 
gomg. "Truly, (answered the fellow) your majesty 
has been so worsted in all your attempts, that | was 
going to desert.’—* Were you, (replied the monarch) 
remain here but one week longer, and if fortune 
does not mend with ine, T will desert with you,’ 

New .Anecdote.—At a crowded lecture, the other 
evening, a young lady standing at the door of the 
Church, was addressed by an honest Hibernian who 
was in attendance onthe occasion, with—* Indade, 
Miss, ] should be glad to give you a sate but the 
empty ones are all full? 


> 
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The Voyageur.—This is a new and handsome period- 
ical, edited by S. Randall, and published semi-monthly 
by A. Edwards, Hamilton, U.C. It is in the quar 
form, neatly printed on good paper and attorded to sube! 
‘cribers at S2 per annum. 





Origin of the Cholera.—We \earn, from the * Voya- 
geur, thata medical gentleman inthe vicinity of Lamilion || 
. . . ] 

ccounts for the Cholera ina very novel and original 


tuner. * He affirms,” says the editor, * that there is a 


planet undiscoverable to the naked eve, which, 


|| Coxsackie, N.Y. $1 


| 


he cried out, surprised that the druggist was not in) Co. N. ¥. 


i}peace especially should be without it, 


from this circumstance he proposes to call ASTRON 
AEIDELON SPASMADICON, within the sphere of 
the earth’s orbit, and exerting an influence upon the 
atmosphere immediately under its attraction, malignant 
to the human system, This planet, he affirms, first en- 
tered our system from the East, over India and the 
southern partof China. It has since been slowly but 
steadily retrograding iu @ western dilection, but verging 


northern latitudes. \t has past its point of nearest ap- 
proximation to the earth, which accounts for the 
decreased mortality of Spasmodic Cholera, and will 
probably end its present revolution directly over the 


|| North Pole. —A more detailed account concerving this 


extraordinary planet, is promised ina future wuinber 
of the Voyageur. 





Manual of the Revised Statutes.—This is a truly val- 
uable work recently published at Glens Falls, Warren 
It contains a complete series of all the 
practical forms, or precedents, required by the Revised 
Statutes of the State of New-York. 

The following is an extract from the recommendation 
of the Hon. Fsek Cowen, Judge of the 4th Circuit :— 
‘This attewpt to carry practical uniformity andcorrect- 
ness into the more humble walks of the law, is highly 
laudable. [tis to our system of jurisprudence, what ax 
effort to promote common education would be in the 
literary world, ‘The Book is essential to every town 
officer, to many county officers ; 


and will be highly 
useful to professional gentlemen, 


No justice of the 
In one sense 
nearly all the forms are Original ; and as toa majority 
of them, | suspect no analogous precedents are to be 
found in any other book. 





j-3’ The above work is just received and for sale at 
A. Stoddard’s Bookstore, 
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SUMMARY, 


A third attempt to elect « Governor is te be made in Rhode Teland 
on the first Monday in August. 

The New Orleans Argus, of the 13th instast, savs :—* The head of 
aman and body of an totunt has been fuundina bale of Ilay, which 
was landed a few days since, from the ship Apollo, from Ports 
mouth, N. He 

We are told that the body of Mina was decapitated eoon after ne 
ieath; and that his head was taken away for examination. Hie 
stomach, itis suid, was opened; and was found to contam nothing 
but witer. 

itis stated asa fact, that during the prevalence of the Cholera nny 
Montreal and Quebec, not a deuth of a black man took place 
hat disorder 

The Jersey farmers say thatthe peach and apple crops will be ue- 
usually bight this ceasen. 


ol 


Five hundre d hands ean obtain pryitiie diate employn ent upper the 
Danville and Pottsville Rail Road, in the vicin.ty of Pottsville 


MARRIED, 


In this city, on Sunday the @th tost. by the Rev 
Mr Jobo H. Charlot, to Miss Sophy 


Mr. Whitcomb, 


enna J repens, 


Johudotostor 


On Thursday, the 27th ult. by the Res Mr. Charl 





" editor of the Newburgh Telegraph, to Miss Mary Bis 
ill, ot Newburgh 
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LINES TO AN ORPHAN GIRL. 
Bright is the smile that lights thy brow, 
Mild as the moon-lit sea ; 
May the kind heart that prompts it now, 
be always held by thee! | 


*Tis now that fancy pictures bright 
The landscape fair of future bliss ; 

The morning-siar of hope does ligit 
The sky of youthful happiness. 

Life now an Eden seems to thee 
Where joy unfolds its bloom, 

And pleasure weaves her bower for thee 
‘To be thy blissful home. 

And ob! may sorrow never wreath, 
Her thorny crown around thy hatr, 

But peace her baliny couch bequeath, 
And guardian angels lull thee there, 

1 would not cast a cypress gloom 
Around that couch of rest; 

But trom thy childbood, to the tomb, 
ld ever wish thee blest— 

But yet alas! wan grief will twine, 
Her leaves within thy shady bower, 

This world’s too cold for hearts like (Aine ; 
And troubles wait us every hour, 


Ob mayst thou never want a friend, 





‘To sooth thee bere below, 
Upon whose bosom thou can’st bend, 
Forgs tling every woe, | 
Aud may the eye of him above, 
Who proves the orphan’s taithful friend, 
Regaid thee with a father’s love, | 
And bless wiih joys that never end, PiKRRRE. 
Schenectady, June 2od, 1832. | 
For the Rural Repository | 
* The Lord is in bis Holy ‘Temple; let all the earth keep silence || 
before lim.’ 
The Lord ! the Lord! let every mortal bow, | 
And send his spirit up in silent prayer, | 
Bend worshipper and saint, all lowly bend, 
For from his jasper throne in yonder sky, | 
The Highest has come down to dwell with man, 
And ina Temple made by human hands 
To fix his seat. Let awe oppress the soul 
Let all the Earth belore the Lord be still! 


From ithe New-York Atmeornean. 
THE CHOLERA SHIP. 
The glittering bieast of the sea 
Swells bright in the beams of the sun, 
And winds, like the breath of the lea, 
Kiss the waves as they sparkle on, 
Anon, ’mid the blue of the sky 
Are gushing the splendors ef even ; 
But the emigrant’s desolate eye 
Looks through them in sorrow to heaven. 
Though his ba:k so triumphantly glides 
O'e: the buoyant breast of the deep, 
And the tones of the tremulous tides 
Greet with musie the prow that they steep— 


His bosom the sunbeain and wave 
Are vain to beeuile of its gloom : 

For bis bark breathes the breath of the grave, 
And his home on the deep is a tomb. 
They reck not, who spy ber bright wings 

Spread forth to the summer winds’ sigh, 
The pang every bosom that wrings, 

Shut up in that prison to die, 
O’er the Christian at home amid friends, 

Who expires on the pillow of love, 
Some angel in tenderness bends, 

And prayer wings his spirit above. 


But when, in the Cholera ship, 
The emigrant lies down to die, 
Winds only their wateh round him keep, 


And the dying re-ecbo bis sigh, 


THE WARRIOR. 
It is not when the warrior’s frown 
Hath made the proudest armies bow > 
It is not when the victor’s crown 


Is placed upon the warrior’s brow 


It is not when a nation pays 
Such envied honors to bis name 
Nor when surrounded by their blaze, 
That dearest is a warrior’s fame. 
Far dearer when the pitying tear 
Is softly trembling in his eye, 
Which rather mourns the caimage near, 
Than gladdeus at the victory. 
And dearer still when iv that hour 
The warrior breathes the lowly prayer 
Nor boasts the aid of human power, 
But owns * the hand of Heaven’ was there. 








Ihe King of Heaven needs not harp nor shawim, 
To tell his near approach—nvo sound of trump, 
No cymbal clash nor beat of martial drum. 
Hai! ye the warriors ambitious car | 
With scund of vain applause. Let him drink in 
The roar of crowds, the dulcet note of fame; 
Let the loud clarion ring with silver voice 
To tell his name and thrilling peans rise | 
In honor of his deeds. Before the Lord, 
Be still. Let the rude passions cease the din 
Of strife and war! and every thought be calm ; 
Let the warm blood in gentle currents flow 
And the hot beating of the heart be hushed, 
Be every voice suppressed ; for God is here 
Let all be silent as the solitude 

Of the dumb charnel house where rest the dead, 
Jet the huge Lion in his lair repose 

And birds in noiseless circuit track the air ; 

Let the loud tempest cease its wolfish bass 

And clouds move through the sky ov muffled wings; 
Let the uneasy thunderbolt be still, } 


! 





And stormy ocean clap her hands no more, 
The Lord is in the Temple of his grace, 

And let the earth be quiet as the hour, | 
When, while creation left its Maker's hands 
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Answers to the pvuzz..ES in our last. 
Puzz.E 1. 
‘i wo-fourths of what's potent and strong 
I believe can be nothing but AR: 
If in guessing a RIDGE | am wrong, 
In the art I'm no longer a dab. 
Puzé.eE 11.—Because they would find grains in it. 
NEW PUZZLES. 
1. 
By my first is oft crimson’! the cheek of the maid ; 
Of ny second the young are extremely afraid ; 
My whole is a beautiful lainp of the night, 
Which the setting of Phebus displays to our sight 
st. : 
Why is a vain woman like a tipler ? 
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